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ado Furiol. 


One of the twelue Pieres of - 


France, 


ASit was plaid before the Queenes Maielic, 


o©D 
wo, 
NJ 
hy 
W 
d 


v 

A Ko 
: £ j 

: 

; . # 


Printed by IohnDanter for Cuthbert Burbie, andaretobe 
_ oldathisſhopneretheRoyallExchanee, _____ -- 


_— Fl 
: 
So 2. a 


| 


PINE —-— 


(A1 


HISTORIE OF 
OrlandoFurioſo- 


One of thetwelue Pieresof 
France, =, 


Enter Varfiltus the Emperour of Aﬀrica , and Angelic 
his Daughter, the Soldane, the Kingof Cuba, Mandrec 


| 


r 1 | 


Brandemart, Orlando, County Sacrepant, with: 4 7. 4 
MARSILLVS. Fo 
71 Ictorious Princes ſummond to appeare.  -: 
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EMT Within the Continent of Africa, . _ 1+ ©) 
$1 [rom leauentold Nyltusto Taprobany, 

701 Wherefaire Apollo darting forth his behe* 
| Plates on the Seas. P 


trom Gadis Ilands whereſtowrHercules, 
Al, -  qmblade 
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| _  *Imblaſdehistrophees ontwopoſts of braſle, 
| To Tanais whole (wit declining flouds, 

| _ - * InnironsrichEuropatothe North, | 
| Allferchtfromoutyour Conrts by beauty tothis Coaſt, 
Toſeckeandſuefor faire Angelica. 

_  Sithnonebut one muſt haue this happyprie, 
 Arwhichyouall haneleneld long your Goes 
Ser each man forth his pasſions how he can, 

And ether Cenfure make the happieſt man, 


SOVLDAN, 


"Thefaireſt lowrethatglories Aﬀrica, 
| Whoſebeanty Phoebus dares not daſh with ſhowres, 
| , *Ouer whoſe Clymareneuer hung aClowde, 
-, Burſmiling Titan lights the Horyzon: 
| EgyptismineandthereT hold my State, 
|  SeatedinCairyeandin Babylon, 
_  ' Fromthence 3s matchleſle beauty of Angelica, 
 Whoſchew as bright as are thoſeſ1luer Doues, ; 
That wanton Venus manth vpon her hiſt, i 
Forſt meto croſle and cut th'atlanticke Seas, | 
| To onerſearchthefearetull Ocean, 
|. Wherelariudrocternize with my Launce, 
| Thematchles beauty of faire Angelica. 
| | ** NorTit,nor Tournay,but my Speareand ſhield, | 
: |, Reſoundingontheir Creſts and ſturdy Helmes 
© | Topthighwith Plumes, like Mars his Burgonert, 
Fchaling on their Curats with my blade, 
_ | "Thatnoneſofaircas faire Angelica. 


i. A ct. 
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OR LANDO FVR [once 
Burſeauing theſe fichglories as they be, © 
Iloue ny Lerdleichn ſufhze for me. . 


RODAMANT. 


Cuba my ſeate,a Region ſo inricht, | 
With favours ſparkling from the ſmiling heauens, 
As thoſe that ſeekes for traffticke romy by” Fas 
Accounted like that wealthy Paradice, - 
From whence floweth Gyhon and ſwift Euphrates: 
Theearth within her bowels hath nwrapt, 
As in the masfieftorehowſe ofthe world, 
Millions of gold as bright as was the ſhowre, - 
That wanton Ioue ſent downeto Danac: 
Marching from thence to manage Armes abroade, 
F paſt thetriple parted Regiment, © * 
A froward Saturnegaue vnto his ſonnes, | 
recting Statues of my Chiualry, 
mh, lo braueas —_ Hercules, - 
Vowdfortheloue of loudly Iole: - + 
But leauing theſe ſuchglories as they be, 
Tloucmy Loldiet her halle for mie: | 


| MANDRECARDE. | 


And ImyLordam Mandrecare of Mexico 
Whoſe Clymartefayrerthan WT 


| TC 
| And richer thanthe plotHelp 1 KR 
| Or thalame llewhercinViytles loue, , 


© 
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Luldinherlapthe young Telegone, 


ns Wee 


ll 


h 


That did but Venus tread a daintie 


ſtep, 


So would ſhee like the land of Mexico, 
| As Paphos and braue Cypres ſer aſide, 
With me [weete louely Venus would abide. 
From thence mounted vpon a Spariſh Barke, 
Such as tranſported Iaſontothe fleece: 
: Comeſrom the South, I furrowd Neptunes Seas, 
' Northeaſt as far as is the troſen Rhene, 
| Leavingfaire Voyacroſt vp Danuby, 
| AShieas Saba whoſe inhaunfingſtreames, 
-Cursrwixtthe Tarrares and the Rus(tans? 
| Theredidlactas many brauearremprs, 
 AsdidPirothoustor his Proſerpine. 
| Butleauingtheſt ſuch glories as they be, 


Ilouemy Lord,ler that ſuffize for me. 


BRANDEMART, 


Thebordring Ilandsſeated herein ken, 

\Whoſe ſhores are ſprinkled withrich Orient Pearle, 
More bright of hew than werethe Margaret, 

T hat Cxlarfound in wealthy Albion, - 
'Theſands of Tagus all of burniſht golde, 

Made Thetis neuer prowder on the Clifts, 

Thar ouerpierethe bright and golden ſhore, 

Than dootlierubbiſh of my Country Seas: 

And what I dare,let ſay thePortingale, 

And Spaniard tell, vvho mand with mighty Fleetes, 
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| ORLANDO FVRIOSO.. 


; Filling our ſeas with ferely Argoſies, 

; Caluars and Magars Inilkes of burdengreat, | 

| Which Brandemart rebatcd from his coaſt 

And ſem themhome ballaſt with-lirtle wealth. ' 

Butleauing theſe ſuch glories ns rhey bee, | 
I lone (my Lord) letthar ſufiile for-mee. 


Orl: Lords of the South, Prinecs of cliceme, 

Viceroyes vnto the State of Africa : | 

I amno King,yetam I princely borne, 

Deiccadcd trom theroyall houſe of Trance, 

And nephew tothe mightie Charlemaine, 

| | Surnamde Orlandothe Countie Palatine, 

| awift Fame that ſounded to our Welterne leas 
The marchles beautic of Angelica, 

| Farerthan was the Nimphof Mercurie, 

\Vhowhen bright Phoebuis mounterh vp his coach 
And tracts Aurorain her iluerſteps, 
And ſprinkles from the folding of her lap, ** 


\Vhite lillies,roſes and fiyecte violets, REO 
| Yetthus beleeueme, Princes of the South, # 
| Although my Countries lone deerer than pearle, ; 


Or mynes of gold might well haue keptme backe; 

"The ſweet conuerſing with my King and trends, 
(Lettallfor loue) nes. eng hauekept mee backe; | 
The Seas by Neptune hoyſed to theheauens, | | 
Whoſe dangerous flawes might well have keptme 
Thefſauage Mores & Anthropagei (backe; 
Whoſelands I paſt might wall haue kept me backs; 
The doubt of emtertainment inthe Courr 
em erode yr eine kepe ime backe: 
[94s 
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THE HISTORIE OP 
But ſo the fame of faire Angelica, 


Stampr in my thoughts the hgure of her loue, 
Asn Ther + —Hagts, ane Cannibats 
Could by diſpairing keep Orlando backe. 

[liſt norboatinaths f chivatrie, 

(An humor neuer fitting with my minde) 
 Burcometheretorth the proudeſt champion 

That hzth ſuſpition m the Palarire, 

And with my truftie fyord Durandell 

le, Ileregiſter vpon his helme, 
Whart I dare doo for faire Angelica, 
Bur lcauing thele, (luch glories as they bee; 
_ TlovemyLord. | | 
Angelica her lelfe ſhall ſpeak for mee.  (alleadgd, 

Mar: Daugtterthou hearſt what louchath here 
Hoy alltheſe Kings by beautieſummond here, | 
Purs in ther pleas tor hope of Diademe, 

Of noble deeds,of weith and chiualrie, 

All hopingtopoſleſle Angelica. * 

Sith fathers will may hap to ayme amille, 

(For parents thoughts in loueoft ſtepawrie) 
Chooſe thou the man who beſtcontenterh thee, 
And he ſhall weare the Aﬀricke Crowne next mee, 
For truſt me Paughter,like of whom thou pleaſe, 
Thouſarisfide, myth $ ſþall be at caſe. 

Ang: Kings of theSouth, Viceroyes of Africa, 
Sith Fathers will hangs on his Daughters choyce, 
And I as earſt Princelle Andromzche, 

Sexed amiditthe crueot Priams lonnes, 


Haucliberticto chuſe where bet I loue; 


Muſt 


un 


ORLANDO': FVRIOSO. 
tgichartinpfraud, - 
Of ſuchas deignetograce her withtheir loues, 
The Sonldanwithhis ſcate in Babylen, 
The Prince of Cuba and of Mexico, | 
\hoſe welthie crownes might win a womans wil 

Yong Brandemard maſter ot all the Iles, 

Where Neptune planted hathhis treaſurie: 

The work of thele men of ſo high import, 

As may command a greater Dametha: I. 

But Fortune or ſome deep inſpiring fate, 

Venus or elſe the baſtard bratof Mars, 

Whoſe bowy commands the motions o! the minde, 

Harh ſent proud louetoenter ſuch a plea, 

As nonſutes all your Princely ewidence, 

And flat commands that maugre Maicſtie, | 

I chuſe Orlando,Countie Palatine. I. 
Ro: How likes Markillus of his daughters choice? 

Mar: As fs Marliltug of his daughters ſpouſe. 

Ro: Highlytzouwronglt vs,King of Africa, 

To brauethy neighbor Princes with difgrece, 

Totyethy honor tothy daughters thoughts, 

Whole choyceis like that Greekith giglors loue,. 

Thar left her Lord Prince Menelaus, 

And with afwaine made ſcape away to Troy. 

Whartis Orlando bur aftragling mare, 

Baniſht for ſome offence by Charlemaine, 

Skipt from his country as Anchiſes ſonne, 

And meanes as he didtothe Carthage Queene, 

1 0pay herruthandruinetor her loue, 

" IF" 5, Orl: 
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Oc!: Iniurious Cuba, ill it hits thy gree 
Towronga ſtranger with diſcureclie. 
Wertnotthefacred preſence of Angelica 
Preuailes with me (as Venus ſmiles with Mars) 
1 oferta Super ſedeas of my wrath, 

Soone ſhould Iteachthee what it were to braue. 
Man : AndFrench man wert notgainſt the lav of 
In place of parlyfortodraw ahveed (armes 
Vntaught companion T would learne you know 
What dutie longs to ſucha Prince as hee. 

Orl: Thenas did HeCtor fore Achilles Tent, 
Troning his Courſer ſoftly onthe plaines, 

Proudly darde torthrheftoureſt yourh of Greece: 
So who ſtands hieſt in his owne conceipr, 
Andrthinkes his couragecan pefforme the moſt, 
 Lethimbutrthrowhis gauntler on theground, 
AndI wiltpavine my honor to his gage, 

He ſhall erenight be met andcombatted. | 

Mar: - Shame younot Princes atthis bad agree, 
Towrongafiranger withdiſcutteſie. : 
Beleeue me Lords;my daughter hath made choice, 
And mauger him thatthinkes him moſ agreeud, 

She ſhallenioy the Countie Palatine. iefc0 ob 

Bran: But would theſe Princes folovw my aduiſc 
And enter armes as did the Greekesgainlt Troy; 
Nor henor thou ſhouldſt haue Angelica. 

Rod: Lethimbe thought a daſtard to his death, 
That will norfell the trauells hehath paſt, _ 
Dearer than (or 2 woman foolenes. 
What faies the migi.tie Mandricard? 


Var 


ORLANDO FVRIOSO. 
Man: Ivow tohiemehome to Mexico, 

Totroop myfelfe with tuchacrew of men, 
As ſhallo fillthe downes of Africa 
Liketotheplaines of watric Theſlalie, 
\Vhenas an Eaſternegale whiſtling aloft : 
- Had onerſpred theground with Graſhopper® 
Thenſee Marſillus if the Palatine. 
Can keep his Loue from falling to our lots, 
Or thou canſt keep thy Countrey tree from ſpoile. 

Mar : Why think you Lords with hautie menaces 
Todare me out within my Pallace gates? 
Or hope youto make conquelt by conſtraint 
Of that whichneuer could be got by loue? - 
Paſlefrom my Courrt,make haft out of my land, ' 
Stay not within the bounds Marlillus holds 
Leaſt lictle brooking theſe vnfnting braucs, 
My cholar ouer-{lip the law of Armes, 
And I inflict reuenge onſuchabule. 

Rod: llebeard & brane thee inthy proper town, 
Andhere inskonce my ſelfe deſpite of thee, 
And hold thee play tilt Mandricard remrne, 
hart ſaies the mightie Souldan of Egypt? 

Sol: ThatwhenPrince Menelaus with all his 
Had renyeres held their ſiege in Aſia, (mates, 
Folding their wrothes in cinders of faire Troy : 

Yet for their armes greiy by conceit of loue, 
Their Trophees was but conqueſ of agirle: 
Thenrruſtme Lords [le never manage armes, 
i ©. womens loues that ir2ſo quickly loſt, 

Urun: Tulh my Lords wiry Fand you vpontermes 
B ui Let 
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Letvs to our Skorce, and you my Lord to Mexico, 
Exeunt Kings. 
Orl: Tfirs, inskonce ye how you can, ſee what 
And thereonſer your reſt. (we dare, 
Exeunt Omnes. 


Manent Sacrepant and his man. 


Gac: Boaſtnottoo much Marſillus in thy ſclfe, 
Nor of contentment in Angelica, 


For Sacrepant muſt haue Angelica, 

And with her Sacrepant muſt haue the Crowne : 

By hooke or crooke I muſt and will haue both. - 
ſweer Reuengeincenſethar angrie mindes, 

Till all theſe Princes weltringin therr blouds, 

The Crowne doo fall to Countie Sacrepant, 

Sweet arethethoughts thatſmorther from conceit : 

For whea I come andicet me downeto reſt, 

My chairepreſents athrone of Maicſtic: 

And when I ſer my bonnet on my head, 

Me thinkes I fit my forhead for a Crowne : 

And when I take my trunchion in my hit, 

AScepter then comes _— in my thoughts, 

My dreames are Princely,a!l of Diademes, 

Honor : me thinkes the title is too baſe, 

Mighrie, glorious and excellent : 

I theſe my glorious Genius ſound within my mouth 

Theſe pleaſethe eare,and witha ſweet applauſe, 

Makes me in tearmes coequall with the Gods. 


Then theſe Sacrepant,andnone bur theſe, 
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ORLANDO FYRIOSO. 
And theſe or elſe make hazard of thy life, 
Letit ſuffice, I will concealcthereſt, 
LT. 
Man. My Lord. 
Sacrep: My Lord. How baſely was this Slaue 
brought vp? 
That knowes ws. titles fit for dignitic, 
To __ his Maſter with Hyperboles. 
My Lord. Why the baſeſt Baron of faire Aﬀrica, 
Deſerues as much : yet Counnie Sacr 
Muſt he a ſwaine ſalute withnameof Lord. 
Sirra, what rhinkes the Emperor of mycolours, 
Becaulſc in held I weare both blueand red at once? 
Man. They deeme my Lord,your Honor les 
at Peace, 
As onethats newter intheſe mutimies, 
Andcouets toreſt equall frends to both : 
Neither enuious to Prince Mandricard, 
Nor wiſhingill vato Marſillus, 
That you may fafely paſſe where ere you pleaſe, 
With trendly falutations from them both. 

Sac: I, ſfotheygelle, butleuell farreawrie; 
For if they knew the lecrers of my thoughts, 
Mine Embleme ſorteth to another ſenſe. 

I wearenot theſe as one reſolud to peace, 

Bur blue and red as enemie to both, 

Blue, as hating King Marſillus, 

Andred, as in revenge to Mandricard : 

Foe vnto both, frend onely to my ſelfe, 

And to the crovwne, for thats the golden marke, 
Which 
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Which makes my thovghrs dreame ona Dizedeme 
Sce'tnet thou all men preſage IſhallbeKing: 
Marliilus{erds to me tor peace, 
Mandtecard purs of his cap ten mile of, 
Twothings more & then I cannot mis thecrowne, 
Man : "Owhatletholemy y good Lord. 


Sacr: Firſtmuit I get the Ke of faire Angelick | 
Nov am TI full of amorous conceits, 


Not that I doubt to have whar I defire, 
Bit how I might beſt with mine honor woo, . 


- Write,or intreate: fie that frrathnor, 


Send by Ambaſladors : no thats roo baſe. 

Flatly command Irhars for Sacrepant: 

Say thou art Sacrepant and artinloue 

And whoin Aﬀricke dare ſay the Countie nay. 

O Angelica, fairer then Chloris when in al her pridc 

Bright Mayas ſonne intrapther 1 inthenet, 

Whcrewith Vulcan intangled the God of v//ATe. 
Man: Your honors fafin contemplation of 

Angelica, 


As you haue forgot the ſecond in attaining tothe 
Crowne. 

Sac: Thats tobedone by poyſon, proweſle,or 

anie meanes of treacherie to put to death the trat- 


trous Orlando, But whois this comes here. Stand 
cloſe, 


' Enter Oregalio Orlandos Pape. 
Org: Iamfentonimbaſſage tothe right nugh» 


{1C 


ORLANDO FVRIOSO. 

rieand magnificent: alias, the rieÞr yroud and pon- 
titicallthe Countie Sacrepant. For Marſillus & Or- 
lando knowing him to be as full of proweſle as po- 
licic,and fearing leaſt in leaning to the other faCtion, 
hee mightgreatly preiudicethem, they ſeckefirſtro 
hold the candle before the diuell: & knowing hym 
to bea Thraſonicall mad cap, they haue ſent mee a 
Gnathonicall companion, togiue him lertice fit for 
his lips. Now fir,knowing his aſtronomical humors, 
as one that gazeth ſo high arthe ftarres, as he never 
looketh on thepauememt intheſtrectes. Bur whilſt, 
Lupus eſt in fabula. 

be : Sirra, thou that ruminateſt to thy ſelfe a ca- 
talogue of privie conſpiracies, what art thou ? 

Org: God ſaueyour Maieſtie? 

Sac: My Maieſtie, come hether my weilnutrt- 
mented Knaue,whom takeſtme to bee? 

Org: The a Mandricard of Mexico. 

Sacr: Tholdtheſe ſalutationsas omynous, for 
ſaluting mee by that which I am nor, hee preſageth 
what I (hall be; for ſo did the Lacedemonians by A- 
prong who of a baſe potter, wore the Kingly 

adem, but why deemeſtthou metobe the migh- 
tic Mandricard of Mexico? —© 

Org: Maricfir, = 
Sacr: Staythere, wertthouneuer in France. 
Org: Yes, it itpleaſe your Maieſtie, 
Sac: Soitſeemes for therethey ſalutetheir king 
by the name of Sir, Mounſfier, but forward. 


Org: Suchſparkes of peerleſle Mareſtie, 
C 
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Fromthoſelooks flames like lightning fromthe Faſt 
As either Mandricard,or elſe ſome greater Prince. 
Sac: Methinks thele ſalutations makes my 


| Tobeheroicall. But ſay to whom art thou ſent? 


Org: Tothe Countie Sacrepant. 
Sacr: WhylIamhe. 


Cr2: Ir ky our Maieſlie to ieft. 


$5 


Sacr: Whaterel ode I relltheeI am he. 
Org: Thenmay ir pleaſe our honor : the Eim- 
peror Marſillus rogether withhis daughter Angeli- 


caand Orlando entreateth your Excellencictodine 
with them. 


Sacr: Is Angelicathere? 


Therem Lord. 
OB: virra. y good 


Man. My Lord. 


Sacr : Villaine, Angelica ſends for me, 
Seethat thou entertaine that happie meſſenger. 


And bring himin with thee. Excuntomnes, 


Enter Orlando the Duke of Aquiraine,the 
| CounticRofSilion with ſouldiers, 


Orl: Princes of Francegheſparkling lp arkling light of fame, 
oorptagior or nacr tins eburmiſhr _ 

ET Latonas lordly ſonne doth march, 
nm on his ms tinſeld with flames, 
phs in the beautic of theheauens. 
is ith placewhere Rodamant lies hid; 
clyesheliketherheefe of Thellaly, 


Th 


Which 
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ORLANDO FVRIOSO. 
Modern nr abroad,and _— _ pray; 

| en,ftraight he gallops home, 
An not breake a ſpearein field. 
But truſt mePrinces I haue grrt his fort, 
AndI will facke it,or on this Caſtle wall, 
[le write my reſolution with my blood. 
Thereforedrum ſound a parle. 


Sound a Parle,and one comes vpon the walls. 


Sol: | Whois that troubleth our (leepes? 

Orl: Why fluggard,ſceſt thou not Lycaons fon 
The hardie plough-{waine vnto mighrie Toue, 

Hath tracde his filuer furrowes in the heauens, 

And turning homehis ouer-watched teeme, 

Giues leauevnto Apollos Charior. ; 

Itell thee ſluggard,(|cep is farre vnfit 

For ſuchas ſtill have hammering in their heads, 

But onely hope of honor and reuenge. 

Theſe cald me forthto rouſerhy maſter vp. 

Tell himfrom mefalſe coward as heis, 

That Orlando the Countic Palatine, 

Is comerhis morning with a band of French, 

To play him hunt{-vp witha poynt of warre. 

Ile be his minſtrell wrhmy drum and fife : 

Bid him comeforth,and | ven itif he dare, 

LerForrume throw her fauors where (he liſt. 

Sol: French-man between halfe ſleeping & awake 
Although the myſtie vayle ftraind ouer Cynthia, 
Hinders my ſight from notingallthycrue: 

ij. & 


"BY | 

wgh 565 LOS OF 
|, YerforIknowtheeand raging 00Mes 
|  Caninconceit build Calties intheS -9 

Butin your aQtions like the ſtammering Greeke, 
Which breathes his courage bootleſle mthe aire. 
[ wiſhthee well Orlando: get thee gone, 

Say that a Centynell did ſufter thee : 

For if the Round or Court of Gard ſhould heare 
Thou or thy men werebraying atthe walls, 
Charles welth the welth of all his Weſterne mynes, 
Found i the mountaines of T ranſalpine France, 
Mightnor Þay ranſome tothe King for thee. 

Orl: BraneCentynell if nature hath inchaſt, 

Alympathie of courage to thy tale, 

And like the champion of Andromache, 

Thou or thy maſter dare came outthe gares, 
Maugrethe watch, the round, or Court of gard, 
{ willattendto abide the coward here. 

Ir not, but ſtill the crauin (leepes ſecure, 
Pirching his gard within trench of ſtones; 
 Tellhim his walls ſhall ſerue himfornoproote,. 
Bur as theſonne of Saturnein his wrath 
Paſht allthemountaines at Typheus head, 
And topſteturuie turnd the bottome vp, 

So all the Caftle of proud Rodamant : 

And ſo braue Lords of France, lets tothe fight. 


Exeunt omnecs. 


Mar um s.Rodamant and Brandemarrt flie, 


Enter Orlando with bus coate, _ 


—_—  —— —— 


ORLANDO FVRIOSO. | 
Orl: | TheFoxeis ſcapde,but heres his caſe: | - i 
A miſthim nere,rwas timeforhimtotrudpe. | 

How now my Lord of Aquitaine? £ "= 
Aquit: My Lord, the Court of gardis putvnto | 
the ſword, <6 
And all the watch thatthought themſclues ſo ſure; 
Sothat not one within the Caſtle breaths. 
Orl: |Comethen, lets poſt amaine to finde our 
Rodamant, 
And thenintriumph march vnto Marſillus, Exeunt 


| Enter Medor and Angelica ,, , 


F. 
F 
; 


: | 


An: TImervaile Medor what my fathc. eS 
Toenter league with Countie Sacrepant? 
Med: Madam, the king your fathers vyle inough, 
He knovves the Countie (liketo Calsms) 
Sits ſadly dumping, ayming Czſars death, 
YetcryingiAve rokis Maieſtie. 
But Madame markea while, and you ſhall ſee, 
Your Father ſhakehim off from ſecrecie. 
Ang: So muchl geſle, for when hewild I ſhould 
Giue entertainment tothe doarting Earle, 
His ſpeach was ended with a frowning mile. 
Med: Madame,ſee where he comes; Ilebe gone, 


Exit Medor, 
Enter Sacrepant and his man. 
Sacr: [How fares my faire Angelica? 
RN C ij Ang: 


—_—_—_—  _—_— 
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=. | - Ang: Wellthatmy Lord ſofrendly is in league 
| ( As honor wills him with Marſillus. . 


hh _ < 


| Sac: Angelicaſhal Ihaueawordortwo withthee 
_—_ | Ang: What pleaſethmy Lordforto command. 
Sac: Then know my loue,] cannot paint my grief 
Nor tal ataleof Venus and her ſonne; 
' Reporting ſuch a Catalogue of royes. 
It firs not Sacrepant to be effeminarte, 
. Onelygiueleaue my faire Angelica, 
\*. TofaytheCoumtieis in loue withthee. 
| : Pardon my Lord, my loues are ouer-paſt, 
:- So firmly is Orlando printed in my thoughts, 
© | _ Ash mthleftnoplaceforaniecelle. 
a T 7 Why ouer-weening Damſel,ſeeſt thou nor, 
' | _ Th, awleſlelonevntothisſtragling mate. 
Wo Hath fild our Aﬀrick Regions fullof bloud, 
fn And wilt thou ſtill perſeuer inthy loue? 
Tuſh leanethe Palatine,and goe with mee. 

- Ang: Brave Countic know where facred Loue 
| | Theknot of Gordion at the ſhrine of Ioue, (vnites, 
|. Was neuer halfe ſo hard or intricate, 

| | Asbethebands whichlouely Venus ties. 
Sweete 15 my loue: andfor I louemy Lord, 


"7 T 
Inn —— gy” UTI — 


= | Seek not vnleſle as Alexander did, 
| | | Tocuttheploughyainestraces withthy ford, 
1 Or ſlicethe {lender fillets of my life: 


. | | OrelſemyLord,Orlando muſt bemine. 
| 41 Sac: Stand Tl onloue? Stoop Ito Venus lure, 

Thatneuer yet did fearethe God of warre? 

Shall men report that Countic Sacrepant 


Held 


— - - 
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He!d louers paines for pining paſsions ? 
_ Shall ſuchaSyren offer me more wro 
Than they did tothe Prince of Ithaca! 
No: as hehis cares,ſo Countieſtop thine eye. 
Goeto your needle (Ladie) and your clouts. 
Goetoſuch milk-ſops as are ht for love: 
I will imploy my bulte braines for warre, 
Ang: Letnot my Lords deniall treed offence, 
Loue doth allow her fauors but to one, 
Nor can thereſit within the ſacred ſhrine 
Of Venus,morethan one inſtalled harr. 
Orlando is the Gentleman I loue, 
And more than he maynortinioy my loue. 
Sac : Damlſell begone,fancie hathraken leaue; 
Where I togke hurt there haue Theald my ſelfe, 
As thoſe that with Achilles lance were wounded, 
Fercht helpear ſelfe ſame pointed ſpeare. 
Beautie gan braue,and beautic hath repullſe: 
And Beautieget ye goneto your Orlando. 
Exit Angelica. 


Man. My Lord: hathloue amated bim whoſe 


mongye 
Haueeuer been heroycall and brave? 
Stand you in dumpes like rothe Mirmydon, 
Traptinthetreſles of Polixena: 
Who amid theglorie ofhis chiualrie, 
Sat daunted witha maid of Aſia, 

Sac: Thinkſtthou my ts are lunaciesof loue? 
No,they are brands fierdin Pluroes forge, 

E Where 


« cs 


ry THE HISTORIE OF 
 Whereſits Tſiphonerempringin flames 

Thoſetorches that dooſer on hreReuenge, 

 Tovdthe Dame, but bravd by her repulſe, 

Harecalls me on toquitranceall my ills : 

Which firſt muſt comeby offringpreiudice 

Vnto Orlando her beloued Loue. 

Man : y how may that be brought to paſſe my 
Lord? 

"A Sacr: Thus. Thou ſeeſt that Medor & Angelica 
W-: Areſtill ſoſecret in their priuate walkes, 
Asthattheytrracetheſhadielawndes, 

 Andthickeſt ſhadowed groues ; 

Which well may breed tofpition of ſomeloue. . 

Now than theFrench no Nation vnder heauen 

Is ſooner tutcht with ſtings of iealozie. 

Man. And what of that my Lord? 
Sac: Hard by for ſolace in aſecret Groue, 

The Countie once a day failes not to walke : 

Thereſolemnly he ruminates his loue. 

Vpon thoſe ſhrubs that compaſſemn the ſpring, 

And on thoſerrees that border in thoſe walkes, 

[leſlily haue engravn on everie barke 

|| | Thenamesof Medorand Angelica. 

' Hardby llehauveſome roundelayes hung vp, 
Wherein ſhalbe ſome poſies of their loues, 
Fraughted ſo full of herie paſsions, 

As thatthe Countie ſhall perceiue by proofe, 

Medor hath won his faire Angelica. 

Man. Is this all my Lord? (cloathd, 

Sacr: No. For thou like toa ſhepheard ſhalt = 

| Wir 


FO ow $a ; FVRIOSO, 

wi and bortlelike ſoinecountrey fwaine, + 

That tends his flockes feeding heb G5. 

Thereſee thou buzze into the Counties cates, 

That thou haſt often ſcene within theſe woods 

Baſe Medor ſporting with Angelica. 

And when he heares a ſhepheards ſimpletale, 

He will notthinke tis faind 

Theneiher a madding mood will end his loue, 

Or worſe betydetiim fond icalozie. 

Man. Excellent. My Lord, ſee how I will playe 
the Shepheard. 

Sac: Andmarkethou how I play the caruer, 


Therefore begone,and make thee readieſtraight, 
Exit his mars, 


Sacrepant hangs vp the Roundelayes onthe 
rrees,and then _ out,and his man enters 
like a ſhepheard. 


Shep : Thus allalone and like a ſhepheards ſwain, 
As Paris (when Oecnone lovd him well) 
Forpat he was the ſonne of Priamus, 
All clad in gray fate piping onareed; 
Sol transformed tothis Country ſhape, 
Haunting theſe groues ro worke my maſters will, 
 ToplaguethePalatine withiealozie, | 
Audee conceipt him with ſome deepe extreame. 
Here comes the man vnto his wonted walke. 


Enter Orlando and his Page Orgalio. 
D 


Ofl: 


THE HISTORIE OF 

* Orh; alio,zoc ſeea Centernell be placde, 

And bid theſouldters keep a Court of gard, 

Soto hold watchrill ſecret here alone, 

{ meditate vponthe thoughts of loue. | 

Org: Iwillmy Lord. Exit Orgalio, 

'® 1 Faire Queene of loue,thou miſtres of delight, 

Thougladſome lamp that waitſt on Phcebes traine, 

Spreddingthy kindnes through the iarring Orbes, 

'T hatin their vnion praiſe thy laſting powres. 

Thou that haſtſtaid the fterie Phlegons courſe, 

And madeſtthe Coact-man of theglorious waine 

To droop, in view of Daphnes excellence. 

Faire pride of morne, ſweete beautie of theEeuen, 
Looke on Orlando Janguiſhing in loue. 

Sweete ſolitarie groues, whereas the Nymphes 

With pleaſancelaugh to ſee the Satyres play; 

Witnes Orlandos faith vnto his loue. 

T read ſhetheſelawnds,kinde Flora boaſt thy pride; 

Seeke ſhefor ſhades,ſpread Cedars for her ſake, 

Faire Flora make her couch amidit thy flowres, 

Sweet Chriſtall ſprings, waſh ye with roſes, 

When ſhelongsto drinke, Ah,thought my heauen; 

Ah heauen that knowes my S_ | 


| Smile oy, in herthar my contenthath wrought, 


Shep: Theheauenof loue is but a pleaſant hell, 
Wherenone bur fooliſh wiſe impriſned dwell. 

Orl: Orlando,what contrarious thoghts be theſe, 
Thar flocke with doubrfull motions inthy minde? 
Heava ſmiles, &trees do boaſt their ſummers pride : 
What?Venus writes her triumphs here beſide. 


She: 


ee, 


ORLANDO FVRIOSO, 


She: Yet when thine cie hath ſcen,thy hart ſhal rue 


The tragick chancethat ſhortly ſhall enſue. 
Orlando readeth. 


Orl: Angelica, Ah {weeteand heauenlyname, 
Life tomy lite, and eſſence tomy ioy. 
Bur ſoft this Gordion knot together co-unites 
A Medor partner in her peerleſle loue. 
Vnkinde: and wil ſhe bend herthoughts to change? 
Her name, her writing? Ah fooliſh and vakinde. 
No nameof hers, vales the brookes relent 
Toheareher name, and Rhodanus vouchſafe 
To raiſe his moyſtned lockes from out the reedes, 
And flow with calmealongſt his turning bounds: 
No name of hers, vales Zephyrus blow 
Her dignities alongft Arderua woods; 
Whereall the world for wonders doo await. 
And yether name; for why Angelica : 
Bur mixt with Medor,not Angelica, 
Onely by me was lovd Angelica, 
Onely for me muſt liue Angelica. 
I finde her drift, perhaps the modelt pledge 
Of my content, hath with aſecret ſmile 
And ſweet diſguiſe reſtraind her fanciethus, 
Figuring Orlando vnder Medors name : 


Fine drift (faire Nymph) Orlando hopes no leſſe. 
| HeſpyestheRoundelayes, 
os © 
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Yet moreare Muſes masking in theſe trees, 
Framing their ditties in conceited lines, 
Making a Goddeſle in delpite of me, 
Thzit haveno other but Angelica. 


Shep: Poore haples man, thele thoughts con- 
taiace the hell, 


Orlando reades this roundelay. 


Angelicais Ladie of his harr, 
elicais ſubſtance of his ioy, 

Angelica is medcine of his ſmart, 

Angelica hath healed his annoy. 


Orl: Ahfalſe Angelica. Whathaue we more? 


Another. 
Let groues,let rockes,let woods, let watrie ſprings. 
The Cedar,Cypreſle,Laurell,and the Pine, 
loy in the notes of louethat Medor firgs, 
A Of thoſe ſweet lookes Angelica of thine. 
| Then Medorin Angelicatake delight, 
Early,at morne,at noone,at euen and night. 


Orl; Whatdares Medor court my Venus? 
What may Orlando deeme? 


Aetna for{ake the bounds of Sicily, 
 Fornow1in methy refileſſe flames appeare, 


Refuſd,contemnd,diſdaind : what worſethan theſ 
'Orpgalio. 


Org: 


ORLANDO FVRIOSO. 
Org: My Lord. | 
Orl: Boy,view theſe trees carued withtrueſoue 


Theinſcription Medor and Angelica: 
And read theſe verſes hurg vp of their lones. 
Now tell me boy, what doſtthouthmke? _ 
Org: Bymytroth my Lord, Ithiake Angelica 
IS a Woman. 
Orl: And what of that? 
Org: Therefore vnconſtant, mutable, having 
their loues hanging in their ey-lids, thatas they are 
ot witha looke,ſo they areloſt againe with a wink. 


(knots, 


ut heres a Shepheard,it may behe cantell vsnews.. . 


Orl: What meſſenger hath Ateſentabroad, 
With idle lookes to liſten my laments. 
Sirra,vyho wronged happy Nature lo, 
 Toſpoyletheſetrees with this Angelica? 
Yetinher name (Oriando) they arebleſl, 


Shep: Iamaſt.cpheard fraineghouwaadring, | 


Re hk 

Thar watch my flockes,not one that ſullow love. 
Orl: Asfollow loue? why dareitthou diſpraiſe 

my heauen, 

Or oncediſgrace cr premdice hername? 

Is not Angeiicathe Queene of loue, 

_—_ with the compound wreath of Adons fowrs 
cis. 

Then ſpeake thoupeafant,whar f he that dares 


Attemptto court my Queene of loue. 
Or [ſhallſend thy ſoule to Charons charge, 


Sh: Braucknight ſince feare of death inturcerh ſtill 
hy D i. In 
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In greater mindes ſubmiſsion and relent : 
gnow that this Medor whoſe vnhappie name 
Is mixed with the faire Angelicas, 
Is eventhat Medor that intoyes her loue, 
Yon caue beares witnes of their kind content, 
Yon medowes talke theaCtions of their joy. 
Our Shepheards in their ſongs of folaceſing, 
Angelica dothnone bur Medor loue. 
Ort: elica doth none but Medor loue ? 
| Shall Medorthenpoſleſle Orlandos loue? 
 Daintieandgladiome beames of my delight, 
Delicious browes,why ſmiles your heauen for thoſe 
That wandring make you proue Orlandos foes : 
Lend me your plaints,you I: Arcadian Nimphs, 
T hat wont to walle your new departed loues : 


T hou weeping floud,leaue Orpheus waile for me, 
AndT itans Neeces gather allin one 


Thoſe fluent ſprings of your lamenting teares, | 
Andletthem flow alongſt my fainttull lJookes. 

Shep : Now isthefirelate ſmothered in ſuſpect, 
Kindied and burnes within his angrie breſt, . - | 
Now haue I donethe will of Sacrepant. | 

Orl: Foemineum ſeruile genus,crudele,fuperbum: 
Diſcurteous women, Natures faire ill, 
The woe of man, that firſtcreated curſle; 
Baſe femaleſex,ſprung from blacke Ares loynes, 
Proud,didaintull,crueil and vniuſt : 
Whoſe words areſhaded withinchantingwills, 
Worlcthan Meduſa, matethall our mindes, 
And intheir herts fits ſhameles trecherie 


Turn- 


ORLANDO FVRIOSO. 
Tan atrithles vilecircumference. 

my furie paint their furies forth, 
For hels no hell comparedto their harts, 
Tooſimple dinelsro concealethtirarts. 
Borneto beplagues vnto the m__ of men, 
Brought for erernall TRE tothe world. 


O Femmenellei ingeniodetoute malle lede, 
Comere, valge, mute, tachilmente, 

Contrario, = , propria delafede; 

O ainfelice, miſrate, —_ | 
Imporruna, ſu ia, diſpetoze : 
or deconlilia, 
Timmorare, crudele, ineque, ingrate, 


Par peſtelenze eternal monde nare. 


'? 


Villaine, what art thou that followeſt me? 


Org: Alas my Lord, I am yqur ſeruant Orgalio./ 
Orl: Nc --_b, - hou arr Medor thatranft away 
with Angelica. 

Org: Noby my troth my Lord, I am Orgalio, 
aske all theſe _ elle. 

Orl: Artthow Orgalio? tell me where Medor is. 

Org: aw np looke whereheſits. 

Orl: Whar,ſits he here;and braues metoo? 
Shep: Notruly Sir, I amnothe. 
Orl: Yes villaine. 


Hedraywes him in by the leg, 


Org: Help,help,my Lord of Aquitaine, 
Enter 


—_____ 
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; 44. * EnterDukeof Aquitaine,and ſouldiers. 


' Org: OmyLordof Aquitaine the Count Or- 
lando1s run mad, and taking of a ſhepheard by the 
heeles,rends him as one would teare a Larke, Sce 
where he comes with a leg on his necke. 


Enter Orlando with a leg, 


Orl: Villaine,prouide meftraight a Lions skin, 
Thouſceſt I now am mightie Hercules : 
Looke wheres my maſsie club vpon my necke. 
I muſtto hell, toſeckefor Medor and Ahgelica, 
we 7 Or o | UG. - 

[i You that are the reſt,ver you quickly away, 
11A Prouide ye oohgeny4; purnihe 201d, R. 
|. >». Saddles of corke becauſe Ilehayethem light, 
we For Charlemainethe Great is vp inarmes- 
And Arthur with a crue of Britons comes 

| Toſeckefor Medurand Angelica. 


Sv he beaterhthem all in before him.Manet Orgalio 
Enter Marſillus. 


Org: Ahmy Lord Orlando. 

Mar: Orlando,what of Orlando? 

| Org: Hemy Lordruns madding through the 
\;' LikemadOreſtesmnhisgreateſtrage. —_— 
Þ 
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Step but aſide inrothe bordring groue, 
There ſhall you ſee ingrauen on euerietree, 
Thelawlefle loue of Medor and Angelica, 
Oſce my Lord, not any ſhrub bur beares 
The curſedſtampe that wrought the Counties rage. 


If thou beeſt mightic King Marſillus, 
For whom the . cnn aduenture life; 
Reuenge it on the falſe Angelica. 

Mar: Truſtme Orgalio, Theſcus in his rage, 
Did neuer more reuenge his wrongd Hyppolitus, 
ThanlI will on thefalſe Angelica. 

Goeto my Courrt,and drag me Medor forth 
Tearefrom his breſtthe ww villaines hart, 
Next take that baſe and damnd adultereſle, 

(I ſcornetotitle her with daughters name ;) 
Puther in rags,and like ſome ſhepheardeſle, 

Exile her from my kingdome preſently,” 

Delay not good Orgalio,ſce it done, ok Orgalio, 


Enter aſouldier with Mandricard diſguiſed, 


How now my frend,what fellow haſtthou there? 
Soul: Hefayes my Lord that hee is ſeruant vnto 
Mandricard. 
Mar: To Mandricard? 
It fits menot to ſway the Diademe, 
Orrule the wealthy Realmes of Barbarie, 
Toftaine my thoughts with any cowardiſe, 
Thy maſter bravde meto my teeth, 
He backt the Prigce of Cuba br” my foe, 


For 
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For which nor he nor his ſhall {czpe my hands, 
No ſouldier,thinke me relohite as hee. 
Man: Itgreeues me much that Princes diſagree, 
Sith blacke repentance followeth afterward. 
But leauing that, pardon megracious Lord, 
Mar : Forthouintreatſtand newly art arrivd, 
And yetthy ſword is not imbrewd in blood, 
Vpon conditions I willpardon thee , , 
Thatt'10u ſhalt neuer tell rhy maſter Mandricard, 
Nor anicfe!ilow ſoldier of the cainpe, 
That King Marlillus licenſt thee depart : 
He ſhall notthinke I am ſo much us ſrend, | 
Thathe or one of his ſhall ſcape my hand. 
Man: Ifwearmy Lord,& vow to keep my word. 
Mar: Thea take niy banderoll of red, 
/ine,and none but mine (hailhonor thee, 


 Andſaleconducttheetoport Cartiagenc. 


Man: Bur ſay my Lord,if Mandricard were here 


Vhart fauor ſhould he finde or life or death ? 


Mar: I tell theefrend,it fits not for a King 
Toprizehis wrath before his custelie. 
Were Mandricard theKing of Mexico 
In priſon here,and cravde but hbertie, 
Solittle hate hangs in Marſillus breaſt, 
As oneintreatie ſhould quiterace it out. 
But this concernes not thee,thercfore farewell, 
Exit Mar{illus. 


' Man: Thankes & pood fortunefallrofucha king, 


 Ascounetsto becounted curteous, (thee, 


Bluſh Mandricard, thc honor of thy foc diſgraceth 
Thov 


ORLANDO FVRIOSO. © 
Thou wrongeſt him that wiſherh thee burwelf: 
Thou bringeſt toreof men from Mexico 
To bartaile him that ſcornes to iniurethee, 
Pawning his colours for thy warrantize. 
Backeto thy ſhips, and hie thee tothy home, 
Bouge not a foote to aid Prince Rodomant, 
Bur trendly gratulate theſe fauors found, 
And meditate on n6ught but tobe frends, Exn, 


Enter Orlando attired likea inad-man. 


Orl: 'Woods,grees,leaues; leaues,trees,wyoods: 
cria ſequuntur tria, Ho Minerua,falve,God morrow 
how doo youto day? Tell me{weet Goddeſſe,will 
loueſend Mercury to Caliplo tolet meegoe, Will. 
he? whythenhees a Gentleman everichaire a tic 
head on him, But ho Orgalio,where art thou boy ? 

Org: Heremy Lord,did you call mee? 

Orl: No,nor name thee, | 

Org: Then God be with you. 

Orgalio proffers togoe in. 

Orl: Naypreetheegood Orgalio ſtay, 
Canſtthounortell mewhattofay ? 


_ Noby my troth, 

Orl: Othisiris, Angelica is dead. 
on Why then ſhe ſhall be buried, 
Orl: Burmy Angelicais dead, 
Org: Why it may beſo, 

Orl: But ſhees dead and buried, 


E 1) "Org: 
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[ok "Org: —_— ale 
Orl: Nothing but I thinkeo, and itmay be ſg 
vin He beateth him. {Hg 
Org: Whatdooyemeanemy Lord? - 
Orl: Why ſhall I rellyouthatmy Loue is dead, 
and can yenot weep forher. 
Org: Yes yes my Lord TI will. 
Or!: Well dooſothen. Orpalio. 
Org: My Lord. 
- Or]: Angelicais dead. 
Oregalio cries. 
Ahpoore (laue,fo, cre no morenovw, 
Org: Nay I hauequickly done. 
Orl: Orgalio. 
+: 508 Org: MyLord. 
Ei | Orl: Medors Angelicais dead. 


Orgalio cries,and Orlando beats him againe. 


| | Org: Whydooyebeatmemy Lord? 

| ”Þ Orl: Why ſlaue,wilt thou weep for Medors An- 
FEST.Þ lica,thou muſt laugh for her, 
\HIEM! Org: Laugh? yes, Ile laugh all day and you wiL 
EET ("1 Or]. Orpalio, 
Org: MyLord., __ 
Orl: Medors Angelicais dead. 

_ Org: Hahahaha, 

__ orl: So,tiswellnow. 
_ - Org: Naythisis caſier thanthe other was. 
|... Orl: Nowaway,ſeckthe hearb Moly,for Imuft 
161 | tO 
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ro hell,to ſeeke for Medor and Angelica. 

Org: Iknow not the hearb Moly ifaith. 

Orl: 'Comelle lead ye to it by the eares, 

Org: Tis here my Lord,tis here. 

Orl: Tis indeed, now to Charon, bidhim dreſſe 
his boat,forhe had neuer ſucha paſſenger. 

Org: Shall I tell him your name? Exit. 

Or]: No\,then he wil be afraid, & not be at home. 


Enter two Clownes, 


Tho:  Sirra Rafe,and thoult goewith me, Ilelet 
theeſeethe braueſt mad man that ever thou ſaw. 

Rafe. Sirra Tom : I beleeue twas he that was at 
our trowne a ſunday, [le tell thee what he did irra:he 
cameto our houſe, when all our folkes were gone 
to Church and there was no bodieat home but I,& 
I was turning of the ſpit,and he comes in, & bad me 
fetch him ſomedrinke. Now I went and fetcht him 
ſome,& ere I came againe, by my troth heran away 
with the Ace tir all, & ſo we had nothing 
bur porredge to dinner. 


Thomas, By my troththat was braue, but (irrha 


he did ſo courſethe boyes laſtſunday : andif ye call 
him mad-man, heel runafter you, & tickle your ribs 
ſo with his flap of leather thathe hath as it paſſeth. 
 TheyſpieOrlando. 
Rafe Oh Tom looke where he is, call him mad- 
man. | 
Tom. Mad-man, mad-man, 


& 
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- Raſe: Mad-man, mad-man. 
Orl: Whatlſaiſt thouvillane - 
| He beateth them. 
Sonow you ſhallbe both my Souldiers, 
Tom: Yourſoldiers , we ſhall haue a mad C4p- 
; tainethen, 
Orl: You muſt hight againſt Medor. 
Rat: Yeslet mealone with him for a bloody noſe. 
Orl: Comethen and Ilegiue you weapons ſtrair, 
Exeunt omnes. 


FEES Enter Angelicalike a poore woman. 

1g ; An: Thus 0 50 banilht from thy natine home, 
Here ſit Angelica and reſt awhile, 

For to bewailethe fortunes of thy loue. 


BY Enter Rodamant and Brandemart with 
Woug - Souldiers. 
| __ ©. Roda: This wayſhewent,% far ſhecannot be, 
© Prand: See whereſheis my Lerd,ſpeakasif you 
'S knew hernot. 
Ro: Faire ſhepherdeſle for ſothy ſitting ſeemes, 
Or Nymph for lefle thy beauty cannot be: 
W hat feede you ſheepe vpontheſedownes? 
Ange: Daughter I am vnto a bordermg Swaine, 
Thattend my flocks within theſe ſhady groues. 
Roda. Fond gyrle thou lieit,thou art Angelica. 
Brand: Ithouart ſkeethat wrongd thEPalatine, 
Ange: For I am knownealbeit I am diſguiſde, 
YetdareIturnethe lie into thy throte, " 


— _— 
td 
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Sith thou reportſt I wrongdthe Palztine. 

Brand :\ Nay thenthou ſhalt be vſed according to 
thy deſerts, come bringhertoour Tents. 

Roda: Bur ſtay what Drumis this? | : 


Enter Orlando with a Drum,and ſouldiers 
withſpits anddripping-pans. \ 


Br : Noyy ſee Angelica the fruits ofall your loue, 
, Orl: Suildiers,this is the Citie of great Babilon, 

Where proud Darius was rebated from, @ 

Play but the men and I will lay my head, 

Weeleſacke and razeit eretheſunne be ler. 
Clowne: Yeaand (cratch it too, 

March faire fellow frying-pan. (rer? 
Orl: Orgalio,knowſtthouthe cauſe of my laugh- '_ 
Org: No'by my troth,nor no wile-man elle. 
Orl: Why tirratothinkerthgrit the enemiewere 

fledere wecome, weele not leaue one of our own 

— ow aliue ,for wee two willkill them yith our 

Rate: Focomelets gochome againe , heeleſer 

Probatum cit vpon my headpeece anon. 
Or] : No, no, thou ſhalt not be hurt,nor thee, 

Backeſouldiers,looke wherethe enemies. 

Tom: —_ , they hauea woman amongſt 
nem, 

Or!l: And wharof that? 

Tom: Why ſtrike youdownethemen,andthen 


let me alonetothruſtinthe woman. 


RY Foes maT ON IE OF 
 Orl: No Iam challenged the ſingle fight 
Syrra,iſt you — the ive cn 

Brand: Franticke companion, lunatick & wood, 
Gettheehence,or elſe I vow by heauen, 
Thy madnes ſhall not priviledge thy life. 

Orl: Itellthee villaine Medor wrongd me fo, 
Sith thouart come his Champion to the field, 
Ilelearne thee know Iam the Palatine. 


Alarum: They fight, Orlando kills Brandemads, 
andallthereſt flie but Angelica, 


Org: Lookemy Lord heres one kild. 

Orl: Who kild him? 

Org: You my Lord I thinke. 

Orl: I? No, no, I fee who kild him. 

Hegoethto Angelicaand knowes hernot. 

Come hither gentleſir,whoſeproweſle hath per- 
formdeſuchan act,thinke not the curteous Palatine 
will hinder thatthme Honour hath atchieude , Or- 
alio ferch mea ſword,that preſcntly this (quire may 
be dubda Knight. 

Arge: 2 1208 ny Forrune that ſendes mee 

 fvehg 8 

R2ther to die by him I love ſodeare, 
Than liveand ſeemy Lord thus lunaricke. 

Org: Here my Lord. 

Orl: If thou beeſt come of Lancelots worthy 

lne welcome thou art, 

Knee!e downe (ir Knight,riſe vptr Knight, 


Here 
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Here takethis ſword,and hic thee tv the fight, 
Exit Angelica, 
Now tell me Orgalio,what doſtthouthinke, 
Willnot = Knight pros a valiant Squire? 
: Hecannot chule being of your making, 
of But wheres pm rs a 
Org: Faith I cannottell. 
Orl: Villaine find her our, 
Or elſe the rorments that Ixion fetles, 
The rolling ſtone,the tubs of theBelides, 
Villaine wilt thou finde her our. 
Org: Alas my Lord, I knownor where ſhets. 
Orl: Runto Charlemaine,ſparefor no coſt, 
Tell him Orlandoſent for Argelica. 
Org: Faith Iletetch youſuch an Angelica as you 
neuer ſay before. Exit Orgalio. 
Orl: As though that Sagittarius in his pride, 
Could rake braue Lzdafrom ſtout Iupiter? | 
And yerfor{ooth Medor, baſe Medordurſt Ee | 
| 


Attempt toreue Orlando of his loue. 
Sirra,you that are the meſſenger of Ioue, . 
Youthat canſweepit the milke whitepath 
T hat leads vnto the Senatehouſe of Mars. | 
Ferch me my ſhield temperd of pureſtſteele, | 
My helme forgd by the Cyclops for Anchuſes ſonne, | 
' AndſceifIdarenotcombartor Angelica. | 
Enter Orgalio withthe Clowne dreſt lyke 
lica 
Org: Cone. ct 
Cl: NolIwarrantyou, but Ithinke Thad 
F 


nor, 


a) | 
a, J 


— 
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backe and ſhaue rny beard. 
Org: Tuſh,that will not beſeene. 

Cl: Wellyouwillgiue methe halfe crowne ye 

promilſt me. 

Org: Doubt not of that man. 

Cl: Sirra,diditnot ſee me feruethe fellow a fine 
rricke, when we came ouer themarket place. 

Org : Why, how was that? 

Cl: Why hee comes to me, and ſaid; Gentlewo- 
man, wilt pleaſe you take a pint or aquart. No Gen- 
rlewoman ſaid Lbut your Cond and Doritie. 

Org: Excellent: comeſcewheremy Lordis. 
My Lord,hereis Angelica. 
© _ Orl: Masthouſaiſtrruetis ſhe indeed; 
How fares thefaire Angelica? 

Cl: WellIthankeyouhartely. 

Orl: Why art thounot that ſame Angelica, 
Whoſe hiew as bright as faire Erythea 
That darkes Canopus with her filuer hiew? 
Cl: Yesforſoo 
Orl: Arenot theſe the beauteous checkes, 
VWhereinthe Lillies and the natiue Roſe 
Sits equall ſured with a bluſhing red? 
Cl: Hemakes agardenplot in my face. 
Orl: Arenot my derethoſeradient eyes, 
Whereout proud Phoebus flaſheth out his beames? 
- Cl: Yes,yes,withſquibs and crackers brauciy. 
 Orl: Youare Angelica? 
Cl: Yesmarryam I, 


 Orl: Wheres your ſyyect hart Mcdor ? 


Cl; 
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Cl: Orgalio,giue me cighteer1 pence,,x letme go. 
Orl: Why. Deke ; 
Cl: Marryfirheisdrinki ga int or 2quarr, 
Orl : Why ſtrumper, worle than Mars his troth- 

leſle loue. (ſcape. 

Falſer than faithles Creſsida: trumpet thou ſhaltnor 

_ Cl: Come,come,you doo not vie melike a gen- 

tlewoman; andif I be not for you I am for ma : 
Exeunt omnes. 


Orl: Areyou,that will I rrie. 
Hebeareth him our. 


Enter the twelue Peeres of France,yinh 
drum and trumpets, 


Og: Braue Peeres of France, ith wee haue paſt 
the bounds, 

Whereby the wrangling billowes {eckes ſor {lraites 
Towarre with Tellus,and her fruitfull mynes: 
Sith we hauefurrowd throgh thoſe wandring tides 
Of Tyrrheneſcas,and madeour galleys dance 
Vpon the Hyperborian billowes creſts, 
T hat bravies withſlreames the watrie Occider;t : 
And foundtherich and wealthic Indian clime, 
Sought too by greedie mindes for hurtfull gold. 


Now lervs ſecketovenge the Lampe of France, 
Thar lately was eclipſed in Angelica, 
Now let vs ſeeke Orlando our Peere, 


Though from his former wits lately eſtrangd, 
Yerfamousin Gur fauors as before. 
Andlith by chance weall encour+»e1 hee 
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Let; ſecke reuenge on her that wrought his wrone, 
Names. But being thus arrivd in place vaknown, 
Who ſhall direct our courſe vntothe Cort, 
| | I} Where braue Maritllus keepes his royall Stare. 
Enter Marlillus and Mandricard like Palmers. 
| Og: Loehere,two Indian Palmers hard at hand 
wi  Whocan perhaps reſovlue our hidden doubts. 
Palmers,God Ipeed. 
Mar: Lordings,we greet you well. (tel. 
Op: Wherelies Mariillus Court,trend canſtthou 
Mar : His Courrtis his campe, the Prince is now 
in armes. 
S217 Turpin. In armes? Whats hethat dares annoy ſo 
EDN great a King. 
bit Man : Suchas both loue & furie doth confound, 
4: Fierce Sacrepant,incenſt with ſtrange deſires, 


O 
Warres on Marillus,and Rodamant being dead, 


Hath leuied all his men, and traitor-like 
a. Affailes his Lord, and loving ſoueraigne. 
RE} ' And Mandricard who late Fath been in armes, 
! Toproſecutereuenge againſt Marſillus, 
1 Is now through fauors pait become his frend. 
Mika Thus ſtands the ſtate of matchles India. 

E-| Op: Palmer, like thy braue and breef diſcourſe, 
And couldftthou bring vs tothe Princes campe, 
We would acknowledge frend(hip at thy hands. 

na” ike ronger Lords, why ſeeke ye out Mar- 

illus? 


> | Ol: InhopethathewhoſeEmpireis ſo large, 
Ei} SVill make both minde and Moyarchic agree. 
© 6 Packs as Mar: 
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Mar: Whenceare you Lords, and whar requeſt 

youhere? r 

Names. Aqueſtionouer-hauneforthy weed, 
Fit for the King himſelfe for to propound. 

Man : Ofir,knovw that vnder {imple weeds 
The Gods have maskt,then deemenor with dildaig 
To anſwere to this Palmers queiton, 

Whoſe coat includes perhaps as greatas yours. 

Og: Hautie their words,their perſons ful offtare, 
Though habit be but meane,their mindes excell. 
Well Palmers know that Princes are in India arrivd 
Yea cuen thoſe weſterne princely peeres of France, 
That throughthe world aduentures vnderrake, 
To find Orlando lateincenſ with rage. 

Then Palmers {ith you know our ftiles and ſtare, 
Aduiſe vs where your King Marſillus is. 

Mar : Lordings of France,hereis Marſillus, 

T hat bids you welcome into India, 

And will in perſon bring you to his campe. 

Og: Marlillus,andthus aguiſd? 

Mar : Euea Marſillus,and thus diſguiſd. 

But what requeſt theſe Princes at my hand? 

Turpin. Weſue for lavy andiuftice atthy hand, 
Weleeke Angelicathy — out ; 

Thar wanton maid, that hath eclipſtthe ioy 
Of royall France,and made Orlando mad. 

Mar: My daughter Lords, why ſhees exilde, 
And her gricud father is contentto loſe 
Theplealance of his age tocountnancelaw. 

Oh: Npronely exile ſhall —_— 


Bus 
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But death and bitter death ſhallfollow her, 
Then yecld vs right Marſiltus, or our ſwords 
Shal makethee fearero wrong the Picres of France 
Mar : __ cannot daunt mee Princes bee al. 
urde, _ 


Bug law andiuftice ſhall ouerrule in this, 


And I will burie fathers name and loue, 
The haples maide banniſht from out my Land, 
Wanders about in woods and waies vnknoyyne, 
Her it yee ftndewithfurieperſecute, 
I now diſdaine the name to be her Father, 
Lords of France what would you moreofme. 
Oger: Marſillus wee commende thy Princely 
minde, 
And will report thy wſticethroughthe world, 
Come Peeres of France lets ſecke Angelica, 
Lett toraſpoile ro our revenging thoughts. 
| Exeunt omnes, 


Enter Orlando like a Poer. 


Orl: Orgalio, isnot my loue like thoſe purple 
coloured ſwans, | 
T hat gallop by the Coach of Cynthia. 
Org: Yes marry is ſhee my Lord. 
Orl: Is not her face filuerd like that milke-whute 
ſhape, 


When Iouecame dauncingdoyneto Semele. 


Org: Itismy Lord. 
Thea goethy waics andclime vpto the _—_ ; 


ORLANDO FVRIOSO. 
And tell Apollo that Orlando fits, 


— verles for Angelica. 
And if he doodenie to ſend me downe 
The ſhirt which Deianyra ſent to Hercules, 


To make me braue vpon my wedding day; 
Tell him lle paſſethe Alpes, and _—_ bh_ve, 
(I know heknowes that watric lakiſh hill) 
And pulltheharpe our of the minſtrelis hands, 
And pawne it vnto louely Proſerpine, 
Thar ſhe may fetch thefaire Angelica. 
Org: Burtmy Lord Apolloisa ſleepe& will nor 
heareme, 
Or!: Thentell him heis aſleepyknaue: 
Bur firra ler no body trouble mee, forI multlie 
downe awhile and talke with the ſtarres, 


Entet Fidler. 


Org: What old acquaintance well met. 

Fidler, Ho you would have me play Angelica a- 
gaine, would yenot? 

Org: No, _y I ray thou __— 
earnetwo or three ſhillings this morning,cuen 
theturaing of a hand. 

Fidler: Twoor threeſhillinges , ruſhthouwor 
coflen me thou, but and thou canftrell where I may 


carne a groate , Ile give thee ſixe pence tor thy 


Panes. 
=> Then play a fit ofmirth tomy Lord. 

Fd: Whynets madilighenoe © 
| re: 
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: No,no, come play. 
riſer Ar which ſide look he vic rogiue his re- 
ward. 
Org: Why of anieſide. 
Fidler. henot vietothrow the chamber por 
ſomerimes? Twould greeue me he ſhould wer my 


_ 


Org: aſh I warrant thee. 
Heplayes andſings any oddetoy, and 
Orlando wakes. 


Or!: Whois this, Shan Curtelero? hartely wel- 


come,Shan Currelero. 
Fidler. Nofir, you ſhould haue ſaid Shanthe Hi- 


dideldero. 
Orl: What,haſtthou brought me my ſword? 


Hetakes away his fiddle, 


Fidler. Afword? Nono fir, thats my fiddle. 
Orl: Butdoſtthouthink the temper to be good? 
And wil ithold, whenthus andthus we Medor do 


aſlaile? 
He ſtrikes and beates him with the fiddle; 


Fidler. Lord fir,youle breake my liuing, 
Yourold me your maſter was not mad. 

Orl: Telme,why haft thou mard my ſword? 
Thepummells well,the blade is currald ſhort, vv 
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Villaine why baſt thou madeit fo, 
Fidler. O Lord Sir,will you anſwere this's 
Hebitcakes it about his head. 
Exit Fidler. 


Enter Mcliſſawitha glaſſe of Wine. 


Orl. Orgalio whio is this? © 
Orga, Faith my Lord ſomeold witchTI thinke. 
Mel. O that my Lord woulde but conceitmy 
tale. 
Then would I ſpeake and hope to finde redrefle, 
Orl: Faire Polixena,thepride of Illion, 
 Feare not Achilles oucr-madding boy, 
Pyrrus ſhall not,&o. 
Sounes Orgalio, why ſuffereſt thou this old trot 
to comeſo nigh me? | 
Orga:come,come,ſtand by,your breath ſtinkes, 
Orl : What, beall the Trogjans fled, t 
Then giue me ſome drinke. 
Mel : Here Palatine drinke, and cuer be thou 
betterfor this draught. CE 5 
Orl: _ here the paltriebottlethatDarius 
uaft, 4 
| Hee drinkes, and ſhe charmes him with 
her wand,andlies cowneto fleepe, 
Elſe would I ſetmy mouthto le ſtreames, 


And drinke vp ouerflowing Euphrates, 


My eyes are heauie,and I necdsmuſtleep, 
Meliſla ſtriketh with her wande , and the Satyres 
G enter 


_—— Be ee 
* ———_ 
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enter with muſicke and plaic round about him, 
which done, they ſtaic, he awaketh and ſpcakes, 


What ſhewes are theſcthat fill mine cics 
With view of ſuch regard as heauen admires, 
To ſee my (lumbring dreames, 

Skies are fulfild with lampes of laſting ioy, 
That boaſt the pride of haught Latonas ſonne, 
Helightneth al the candles of the night. 
Nymolene hath kiſt the kingly Ioue, 
Andentertainda feaſt within my brains, 
Making her daughter ſolace on my brow, 

Mee thinks I feele how Cinthya tunes conceites 
Ofſad repent, and meloweth thoſe deſires 
Which phrenſics ſcares had ripened in my head. 
Atelle kifle thy reſtleſle cheeke a while, 
And ſuffer vile repent to bide controll, 

Helieth downe againe. 
Mel : 0 ves Silnani,Satyri, Faunique, Deaque, 
Nymphe Hamadriades, Driades, Perſeque potemtes, 
O vos qui colttes lacuſque laroſque profundos, 
Infernaſque domus, 4 nigra palatia Ditis- 
T uque Demogorgon qui notty fata gubernas, 
Sui reginomen olemque,ſolumque,calumque, 
Exauaite preces,filiaſque auferte micantes, 
In caput Orlandi celeſtes ſpargite lympus, 
Spargite, quis miſere reuocetur raptator umbras 
G1 lands infelix anima. 
Thenletthemuſlickeplay 

BQc tonth, « 
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Orl : What ſights, whatſhewes, what feareſull 
ſhapes aretheſe ? 
More dreadfullthen appeard to Hecuba, 
When fall of. Troy was figured in her leepe. 
Iunomee thought ſent downe from heauen 
Toue. 


by 


Cameſwiftly ſweeping through thegloomy aire | 


And calling Fame the Satyres and then 
She gauethem viols full of heauenl yay a 
With that mounted on her parti-coloured coach 
Baing drayen with peacockes proudly through 
the aire, * ot 
She flew with Iris to the ſphere of Tone, 
What fearcfull thoughtsariſe vpon this ſhow 2 
What deſert groue is this? How thus diſguiſde * 
Where is Orgalio? 
Oregal: Heremy Lord. 
Orl: Sirah, how camel thus diſpuiſde, 
Like made Orcſtes quaintly thus diſguiſd* 
Orl: Like mad Orcſtes,nay my Lord,you may 
boldly iuſtific the compariſon, for Oreſtes was 
neuer ſo mad in his lite as you were, 
Otl : What was I mad? What furie hath in- 
chanted me? 
Mel: A furic ſure worſethan Megera was, 
That reft her ſonnefrom truſtic Pilades. 
Orl : Why,whatartthou,ſomcSybelorſome 
goddellc,freely Tpcake ? 
Mel: Time not affootdsto tell each circum 
ſtance ?- | 
| G2 * But 


| 
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But tarice hath Cynthia changde herhicw 
Since thou infected withalunaſie, 

Haſt gadded ypand downe theſe lands & groues 


Pertorming ſtrange and ruthfull ſtratagemes, 
All for theloue of faire Angelica, 


| Whome thou with Medor didſt ſuppole plaide 


falſe, 
But Sacrepant had grauen theſe rundclaies, 
To ſting thee with infeRting icaloulie; 
The {waine thattolde thee of their oft conuerle, 
Was ſeruant vnto Countie Sacrepant, 
my truſt me Orlando, Angelicathough true to 

thee, 
Is baniſht from the courr, 
And Sacrepnat this daic bids battclto Marſillius 
The armies readicare to giue aflaile, 
And ona hill that ouerpceres them both, 
Stands all the worthie matchles peeres of France 
Who are in queſtto ſecke Orlandoour. 
Muſe notatthis,forT hauetolde thee true, 
I am ſhethat cured thy diſcaſle, 
Here take theſe weapons giuen theeby the fates, 
Andhiethce Countie to the barttell ſtraight. 
Or: Thanks ſacred Goddes for thy helping hand 
Thether will I hic to be reuengd. 

Alarmes, Exit. 


Enter Sacrepant crowned, and purſuing Marfil- 
lus and Mandrecard. 


Sacre: Viceroyesyouare dead, 


For 
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For Sacrepantalreadie crownd a king, 
Heaues vp his ſword to haue your diadems. 
| Mar: Traitor,notdead, oranic wit diſmaide, 
For deare we prize the ſmalleſt droppe of bloud. 
' Enter Orlando with a ſcarte be- 
fore his face. 
Orl : Stay Princes,bale not yourſelues to cum. 
bat ſuch adog. ' 
Mount on your courſers,followthoſethar flie, 
And let your conquering {woordes be tainted in I 
rheir blouds 
Pafle ye,for him heghall be combatted. 
" Exit Kings, 
Sac: Why what artthou that braueſt me thus? 
Orl: Iam thouſeſt a mercenarie ſouldicr 
Homely,yet of ſuch haughtic thoughts; :Y 
As noght can ſcrue toquech th'aſpiringthoghtes 
That burnes as doe the fires of Cicely, © © 
Voleſle I win that princely diademe, oil 
| 


That ſeemes ſo ill vppon thy cowards head. 

Sac. Coward,To armesſir boy,l will not brooke 
theſe braues, 

If Mars himſelte cyen from his firiethrone, 


Cameaimde with all his furnitures of warre. 
They ſight. 


Oh villaine, thou haſt ſlaineaprince. 
Orl: Then maiſt thou think that Mars himſelf 


Came downto vaile thy plumes, and heaue thee 
| G3 fiom 
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from thy pompe. 
Proud that thouart,I recke not of thy gree, 
ButI will haue the conqueſtof my ſword, 
Which is the glorie ofthy diadem. 
Sac: '[ heſe words bewraie thouart no baſe bora 
moore, 
But by deſcent ſprong from ſome roiall line, 
Then freely te]l me whats thy name. 
Orl: Nay firſtlet me know thine? 
Sac : Then know that thou haſt ſlaine Prince 
Sacrepant. 
Orl : Sacrepant. Then letmeatthy dying day 
 Intreate, 
By that ſameſphere wherein thy ſoule ſhall reſt, 
[t Iouedenicnotpaflage to thy ghoſt, 
Thoutelf mee whetherthou wrongdit Angelica 
orno. 

Sac: O thats the ſting thatpricks my conſcience 
Oh thats thchell my thoughts abhorre to thinke, 
I tel thee knight,for thou Toeſt ſcemenoleſle, 
 ThatI ingravde the rundelates on thetrees, 

And hung the ſedulet of poore Medotrs loue, 
Intending fo to breed tobe, 
Betweene Orlando and Angelica, 
O thusI wrongd Orlandoand Angelica. 
Now tcll me what ſhall I callthy name. 

Orl : Then dead is the fatall authour of my ill, 
Baſevillaine,vaſlall,ynworthie of a crowne, 
Knowethatthe man that ſtrucke the fatall ſtroke, 


Is Orlandothe Countic Palatine, 


Whome 


ORLANDO FVRIOSO. 
Whome fortune ſent toquittanceall my wr 
Thou foild and ſlain, it now behoues me Qraight 
To hie mefaſt to maſſacre thy men, 
Andfo farewell thou deuillin ſhape of man. 
Be Exit. 
Sac: Hath Demogorgon ruler of the 
Setſuchabalcfull —_ on my life, Im 
As none might end the daies of Sacrepant, 
But mightie Orlando riuall of mylaue, 
Now holdeth the fatall murderers of men, 
The —_—_— knife readie to cutmy threed, 
Ending the ſceneof all my tragedie, 
This dhie.this houre, this minute ends the daies 
Ot him thatliude woxthie olde Neſtors age. 
Phoebus put onth ſuted wreath, 
Claddeallthy ſpheresin darke and mourning 
weedes. ny | 
Parcht be the earth to drinke vp euery ſprin 
Let corneand trees be blaſted from x bun 
Heauen turneto braſle,& carth to wedgeoffteel 
The worlde to cinders , Mars come thundering 
downe, 
And neuer ſheath thy ſwift reuenging ſwoorde, 
Till like the deluge in Dewcalions daies, 
The higgeſt mountaines ſwimme in ſtreamesof 
bloud. 
Heauen,carth,men, beaſts, & enerie living thing 
Conſume and end with countic Sacrepant, 
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© Enter Marfillus, Mandrecard, and twelue peeres 


with Angelica. 

Mar.Fought is the field, 6 Sacrepant is ſlaine, 
With ſucha maſſacreof all his men, 
As Mars deſcending in his purple robe, 
Vowes with Bellona in whole heapes of bloud 
To banquet all the demie gods of warre. 
Mandr, Sce where hee lies flaughtered without 

the campe, 

Andby aſimpleſiaine,a mercenarie, 
Who brauely tooke thecombat to himſelfe, 
Might I but know the manthar did the deede, 
Iwould my Lordeternizehim withfame. 
Oger : Leaving the fatiouscountie tohis death, 
Command my Lord his bodie be conuaid 
Vnto ſome place as likes your Highnes beſt, 
See Marfillus poaſting thorough Africa, 
We haue found this ſtragling girle Angelica, 
Who for ſhe wrongd her loue Orlando 

Chiefeſt of the Weſternepeeres, 

Conuerſing with ſo meane a man as Medor was, 
We will haue her puniſhtby the lawes of France, 
To end her burning luſt in flames of fire, 

Mar. Beſhrew you lordings but you doc your 
worſt, 

Fire,famine,and as cruell death, 
As fell to Neros mother in his rage. 
Angelica. Father,ifI may dare tocall thee fo, 
And _— of France come from the Weſterne 

cds, 


ORLANDO FVRIOSQ 
In queſtto finde mightic Orlando our, 
Yetere I dieletme haueleauero lay, 
elica held euer in her thoughts, 
Moſt dearetheloue of Countie Palatine: 
What wretch hath wrongd vs with ſuſpect of loue, 
I knownot I, nor can accuſethe man: 
But by the heauens whereromy ſoule ſhall flie, 
Angelica did nener wrong Orlando. 
I ſpeake nor this that caresroliue, | 
For why, my are fully malecontent, 
And I coniure you by your Chuwalrie, 
Youquir Oclandes wrong vpon Angelica. 


Enter Orlando with a ſcarfebefore his face. 


Oliver : Strumpet fearenot, for by feire Mayas 
fonne, 
This day thy ſoule ſtall vaniſh vp in fire, 
As Semele when Iunowild thetrull, 
Toenterrainethe glorie of her loue. 


Orl: Frenchinan, for ſo thy quaint aray imports, 


Be thoua Piere,or be thou Charlemaine, 
Or hadſt thou HeQor or Achilles hart, 
Orneuer daunted thoughts of Hercules, 
Thar did in courage far furpaſſethem all, 
Itellthee ſir,thou left mthy throat, 
ThegreateſtbrauetranfalpineFrancecan brooke, 
In faying that facred Angelica, 

Did offer wrong vnto the Palatine: 

I amnacommon — ſouldier, 
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Y-ct for Iſee my Princeſleis abuſd 


By new comettraglers from aforren coaſt, 
I daretheproudelt of theſe weſterne Lords 


Tocrackeabladein triall of her right. 


Mam: Why fooliſh hardie daring ſimplegroome, 
Follower of fond conceited Phaeton : 


Knoweltthou to whom thou ſpeakſt? 

Mar: Braue ſouldier (for ſo mnch thy courage 
] heſe men areprinces,dipt within the blood (faics) 
Of Kings moſtroyall,ſeared intWeſt, 

Vnht to accept achallenge at your hand. bt 
Yet thankes that thou would(tinthy Lords defence 
Fight tor my davghter,but her guiltis knowne. 

Ang: I, reſttheeſouldier, Angelica is falſe, 
Falſe,tor ſhe hathno triall of her right : 
Souldier,let me die for the mille of all: 
\Wert thouas ſtout as 1s proud T heleus, 

I1vaine thy blade ſhould offer my defence: 
For why,theſe be the — of the world, 
Twelue Peeres of Francethatneuer yet werefoild. 

Orl: How Madam, therwelue Peeres of France! 

\Vhy letthem bervwelue divels of hell : 
What I havelaid Lle pawne my ſword 
Toſcaleitonthe ſhield of him that dares 
Malgrado of his honor combat me. 

Oliuer, Marrie(ir,that dare I. 

Orl: Yara welcome manſfir. 


Trrpmn, Chaſtiſethegroome (Oliuer) & learne 
him know, 


Wearenotlike the boyes of Africa. 


Orl: 


ORLANDO FVRIOSO. 
Orl: Heare youtir: You that ſo peremptcrily 
| _ badhimfight, 
Prepare y our weapons for your turneisnext, 
 TisnotoneChampionthat can dilcovirage me, 
Come are yeeready. 


| Hefightethfirſtwith one , andthen with ano- 
ther, and ouercomes them both. 


So ſtand aſide,and Maddam if my fortune aſt it out, 

Ilegard yo with rwelue Pieres of France. 

£3 Og Oh ow canſtthou ſtand & fee aſlaue 
= Diſgracethehouſe of France: Syrraprepare you, 

For angry Wiſs fits on my fryord to bereuengd. 

Orl: WWAfaide Frenchman, you havie mace a 

oodly oration : But you had beltrovieyorr lword 

er,leſt I belwinge yc.:, 


| They fight agood while and then breath. 


Og: How ſo erediſguiſdin baſe or Indianſt ape, 
Oper can well diſcerne thee by thy blowes, 
For either thou art Orlando or the diuell, 

Orl: Thentoaſlureyouthat I amnodiue), 
Heres your friend and companion Orlando. 


Oper: And nonecan be more glad than Oper is 


That he hath found his Coſen in his ſenſe. 
Oit: When as Ifelt his blowes vpon my ſhield, 
My tecthdid chatter and my thoughts conceiude, 


Who might this be if not the Pallatine. 
H i Turpirk 
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a Turpin: So had I faid, but that report didtel], 

| MyLordwastroubled with a lunacie. 
= ! Orl: Sowas I Lordinges : butgiue mee lcaue a 
ky" while, 
= 7 Humblyas Mars did to his Paramour, 

| © Sotoſubmittofaire Angelica. 

5 Pardon thy Lord,faire ſaint Angelica, 

Whoſe loue ſtealing by ſteps into extreames, 
. 285 Grew by ſuſpition to a cauſeles lunacie, 
0% Angelica: Ono my Lord, but pardon myamis, 
E280 For hadnot Orlando lovde Angel 
Nere had my Lord falne into theſ mes, 
Which we will parle private to our ſelues: 
Nere was the Queene of Cypres hal lad, 
\_ _' As6 Angelicatoſecher __ WF 
'}  HerdeareOrlandoſettledin his ſenſe. 
Orlando: Thankes my ſweete loue. 

But why ſtands the Prince of Africa, 

And Manerecardethe King of Mexeco, 

So deepein dumps when all reioyſe beſide: 
_ Firſtknowmy Lord,l _—_ Sacrepant, 

Iam the man that did the (laue to death, 

Who frankely there did make contes{ion, 

T hat he ingravde the Roundelaies on thetreeg 

And hungthe ſchedules of poore Medors loue, 

Entending by ſuſpect to breede debare, 

Deepely twixt meand faire Angelica: 

His hope had hap but we hadall the harme, 

Andnow Reuenge leaping from our theſeate, 


Qt him that may command ſterne Nemelis, 


ORLANDO FVRIOSO. 
Hath powrde thoſe treaſons kaſtly on his head, 
What faith my gratious Lord to this? 
Marſillus : Iftandamazde , deepe onerdrencht 
with joy, 
expettedende, 


Toheareand ſee this vn 
SowellI reſt content yee Pieres of France, 
Sith itis provde Angelicais cleare, | 
Her andmy Crownel freely will beſtow, 


Vpon Orlandothe County Palatine. 
Orl: Thanks 2 & now my friends 


... of Franc 

Frolkicke, be merrie,yeWil haſten home, 
Soſooneas Ki May" conſent, 
Tolet his davgh ith vs to France, 
Meane while weelerichly rigge vpall our Fleete, 
More braue than was that gallant Grecian keele, 
T hat brought away the Colchyan fleece of gold. 
Our Sailes of ſendall ſpread into the winde, 
Our ropes andrzcKlings all of fineſtſilke, 
Fercht trom the native toomes of laboring wormes, 
T he prideof Barbarie, and theglorious wealth, 
That is tranſported by the Welterne bounds: 
Ourſtems cut out of gleming Iuorie, þ. 
Our planks and (1des | ap 4) out of Cypreſſewood, 
That beares the name of Cyparitſus # | ow 
Toburſt the biſlows of the Ocean Sea, 
Where Phoebus dips his amber-treſles oft, 
And kiſſes Thetis in the daies decline, 
That Neptune prowd ſhall call his Tryrons forth, 
I. oconerallthe Ocean withacalme: 
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Sorich (tall bethe rubbith of our barkes, 
Tanchere for ballas tothe ports of France, 
T hat Charles himſelte ſhallwonder atthe ſight. 
Thus Lordings when our bankettings be done, 
And Orlando eſpowled to Angelica, 
Weeleturrowthroughthe mouing Ocean, 


Ang chexely trolicke withgreat Charlemaing 
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